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terested in an article in her magazine . . . He could see the young 
songsters filing past the door; They were carrying candles, their 
eyes lifted, singing so sweetly it hurt his chest. "Silent night, holy 
night. All is calm—." 
"Larry!" Ellen grasped, drawing the word out. "It's so—beau-
tiful." She held the tiny timepiece in her cupped hand. 
"It's not half good enough for you." He bent down with his 
lips close to her ear. "Ellie—you know what I wish? I wish—I wish 
it were a wedding ring. She drew her breath in sharply, held it 
for a second, and then released it slowly. The blood rushed to 
Larry's head. He began to shiver, though he felt perfectly warm. 
He could feel his breath reflecting from her cheek as he smelled the 
sweet, feminine odor of clean skin. "I've been a fool," was all 
he could say . . . The nurse had tiptoed to the door and was 
closing it behind her . . . The voices had faded now until only the 
soprano could be heard, "—the hopes and fears—of all the years—" 
The door closed softly, leaving them alone. 
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THROUGH the small, sibilant sounds of the night, the chime from the campanile cut a clear path. Sue Ellen heard it and 
turned restlessly. Her arm ached. She sat up in bed and rubbed 
her fingers gingerly over the feverish spot where the tuberculin 
injection had been made only yesterday. It seemed ages ago. 
Even longer seemed the time since she had stood on the platform 
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with Mom and Dad while lights bobbed up and down the tracks 
and steam hissed between the wheels. She could hear Mom say-
ing, "Is it time for me to cry now, honey?" And Dad, "Be sure 
to write." 
Well, she had written, but not what they were hoping to hear. 
The letter lay there on her study table. She could just see it, 
square and white in the half light. 
Grandmother had always said, "You'll never raise that child. 
She looks just like her Aunt Mary." Aunt Mary had died of t.b. 
about the time of the war. That was before Sue Ellen was born. 
Mom and Dad had always scoffed at anything so ridiculous, but 
now . . . gee. 
CUE ELLEN put her head down on her knees. Jeepers, her arm 
ached. Of course, no one had actually told her yet that she 
had t.b., but it was almost certain . . . That red swelling and the 
fever. Darn, why had she ever come? 
She recalled the first day on the campus. Then she had thought 
it was the swellest place she had ever seen. She remembered 
standing in front of the Union and watching the rainbow in the 
fountain. Beyond was the campanile with the clock just showing 
through the trees. But even then she felt lonesome, and it wasn't 
long before she actually felt lost. There were so many people. 
Nothing looked familiar. Even when she went back to her room 
in the dorm, her own belongings appeared strange. The silver 
brush and mirror that had been Mom's and the perfume bottle 
that Gram had given her didn't seem to belong to her. She felt 
like somebody else, or rather, like nobody at all. It was as if 
she were an equation that had suddenly become disrupted. All 
the figures had been changed, and it was no longer the same 
equation. Right then she had decided not to stay. She would 
write to Mom and Dad and tell them she was lonesome and want-
ed to come home. At suppertime, she remembered Mom's choco-
late cookies and how they smelled when they first came out of 
the oven, and she was so homesick, she just thought she couldn't 
stand it any longer. 
That night, Sue Ellen and her roommate, Jean, went to the 
President's reception. It was later when they stood looking up 
at Beardshear with its lighted doorway that Sue Ellen changed 
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her mind about writing home. She remembered tilting her head 
back to look up at the long stone steps and the huge pillars rear-
ing up into the night. She remembered the sudden feeling of awe, 
the sudden sense that this was what it was all about. Here was 
something lofty and beautiful and bigger than oneself. She 
knew then that she wanted to belong to it, this bigness, whatever 
it was. 
That was before the medical exam. 
CUE ELLEN swung her feet out of the bed and felt around for 
her slippers. On the table, her clock glared at her with a dozen 
green eyes. Jean was breathing rhythmically in the next bed. 
Sue Ellen moved quietly to the window and took a deep breath. 
The night smelled of the earth—damp and fresh. Her arm 
ached whenever she moved it. There was no use denying the 
fact. She was scared. She wanted Mother and Dad. Everything 
would work out all right somehow once they came. But now she 
wanted them. The campanile clock struck the quarter hour. 
"Sue Ellen/' It was Jean. 
"Gosh, are you awake?" 
"Oh, sure. I wake up to hear the clock strike. Wouldn't miss 
it for the world. What are you doing by the window?" 
"I couldn't sleep. My arm hurts." 
"That's a shame. Are you really going home?" 
"Uh, huh." 
Jean sighed. She got up and walked over beside Sue Ellen. 
Even in the play of light and dark shadows with that ridiculous 
bandana on her head, she was really very pretty. 
"I'll miss you," said Jean. "Jeepers, everything's topsy turvy." 
"Do you feel that way too?" 
"I'll say. Why, at home I knew everybody. I couldn't walk 
down the street two doors without meeting someone I knew. At 
three every afternoon all the kids used to meet at the drug store 
across from school." 
"And buy cokes." 
"Uh, huh." 
"We did too," said Sue Ellen. But you'll get to know a lot of 
kids here, too." 
"I suppose so, but it won't be the same," Jean sighed again. 
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"Did you ever see so many pretty girls?" she asked wistfully. 
Sue Ellen smiled in spite of her aching arm. 
"So that's what's troubling you," she remarked. "Don't worry. 
You'll get along." 
TTEAN laughed then too. "I may as well be honest," she ad-
mitted; "the competition does look pretty keen." She was 
silent for a moment, and then she said, "Honest, I'll miss you. 
We've been through this first grind together, and now it will seem 
funny to have someone else in here." 
"I know," said Sue Ellen. "I'll miss you too." 
Jean shuffled back to her bed, kicked off her scuffs, and crawled 
in. 
"Your mother and dad will sure be worried," she said and 
settled herself in the pillow. 
Sue Ellen rested her head against the sill. Once more she was 
seeing the lanterns swinging along the tracks and hearing Mom 
saying, "Is it time for me to cry now, honey?" in that funny, jok-
ing voice. Sure, Mom would be worried. She wouldn't say so, 
but she'd be terribly worried, and Dad would be disappointed, 
she guessed. Once she had overheard him saying to Mom, "We're 
getting as much fun out of this as the kid is/' 
CUE ELLEN stared out into the night. Beyond that row of 
trees lay the campus, and away over, a little to the right, was 
Beardshear. She couldn't see it, but she knew it was there-
massive and towering and a little awe-inspiring if you looked 
at it just right. She moved away from the window and picked 
up the square, white envelope from the study table. 
In the morning as they were leaving the dorm, Jean said, "Your 
letter, Sue Ellen; you forgot it." 
"No, I didn't. I left it there on purpose." 
"You did? Then you're not going home?" 
"Nope." 
"Jeepers, I'm glad." 
"So am I. I tore it up last night. It's back there in the waste 
basket." 
She did not know it, of course, but back there too was the first 
of her childhood—torn up and discarded. 
26 Sketch 
